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tliere were some ladies looking on as I came up out of the water.

Thursday, 2$ June

Went to London by the 11.5 mail. I left my carpet-bag at die
Paddington Cloak Room and went straight to the Academy ex-
hibition at Burlington House which I reached shortly before 4
o'clock. There was a great press^ of people, 100 or more, round
Miss Thompson's famous picture 'Calling the Roll after the battle
of Inkerman'. A policeman stands on duty all day by this picture
from 10 o'clock till 6 in the evening saying, 'Move on, ladies.
Ladies, please move on'.

I met Teddy in the Exhibition and we dined together at the
Criterion. Not a bed was to be got at the Great Western Hotel, so
I put up at the Norfolk.

Friday, 26 June

Breakfasted with the Venables at 62 Warwick Square.

At ten o'clock I went to Victoria to get a train for the Crystal
Palace and the Handel Festival. I found a special train going, but
it was so late in starting that we did not reach the Palace till 11.30
when the doors had been open and all the best seats filled for half
an hour. I was a long way from the Orchestra and on one side yet
I heard all the 28 Choruses admirably. Some of the solos were
almost inaudible and all sounded like faint voices coming out of a
vast empty distance. Yet the duet 'The Lord is my Strength'
between the two sopranos Madame Otto Alvsleben and Madame
Lemmens Sherrington was lovely and the duet between the two
basses Santley and Signer Foli The Lord is a Man of War' was
grand, and Sims Reeves sang 'The Enemy said' as splendidly as ever.
Madame Lemmens' voice pierced like lightning. To my mind the
most marvellous part of this marvellous oratorio is the Chorus
describing the plague of darkness. In the thick heavy muffled music
you could feel the waves of darkness coming on.

Dined with the Venables at 62 Warwick Square and met Tomkyns
Dew and Capt., Mrs., and Miss Hope Adam.

Saturday, 2jjune

I regret to say that against good advice and wise warning I went
to see Holman Hunt's picture of the Shadow of Death. It was a
waste of a good shilling. I thought the picture theatrical and detest-